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PREFACE 


The  aim  of  this  little  book  is  to  promote  the  interest 
in  nature  which  is  in  every  normal  child.  This  is  done 
through  stories  about  the  more  familiar  birds,  animals, 
and  plants  in  his  environment. 

The  stories  range  through  the  four  seasons  with  their 
varied  charms  and  settings.  Although  not  designed  pri- 
marily for  the  imparting  of  information,  each  one  is 
woven  about  some  interesting  truth  of  natural  history. 

The  author  wishes  to  acknowledge  gratefully  her  in- 
debtedness to  Mr.  C.  A.  Dille  of  the  Glen  Oak  school, 
Peoria,  for  kindness  and  assistance  in  making  possible 
a practical  use  of  these  stories;  also  to  Mr.  H.  R.  Meyer 
and  others  for  aid  and  encouragement  in  the  preparation 
of  this  little  book. 
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HOW  PUSSY  GREW  LIKE  THE 
SUNBEAMS 

One  day  in  early  March  two  little 
sunbeams  were  playing  together.  Be- 
side a pond  they  found  a tree  all  cov- 
ered with  brown  buds. 

“ See  all  these  little  buds,”  said  one 
sunbeam. 

“ Those  are  pussy  willow  buds,”  said 
the  other  sunbeam.  “ Inside  each  is  a 
little  gray  pussy.  What  fun  it  would 
be  to  wake  them  up ! ” 

So  the  two  little  sunbeams  crept  up 
to  the  brown  buds. 
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HOW  PUSSY  GREW  LIKE  THE  SUNBEAMS 


“Wake  up,”  they 
called  softly,  “ wake 
up,  little  pussies.” 
The  pussies  were 
very  sleepy,  hut  at 
last  one  of  them 
pushed  back  her 
brown  covering  a tiny 
bit  and  poked  out  a 
little  furry  head. 

“ It  is  cold.  It  is  not 
time  to  wake  up,”  said  she. 

“ You  will  not  be  cold  in 
your  warm  fur  coat,”  an- 
swered the  sunbeams.  “We  will  help 
to  keep  you  warm.” 


HOW  PUSSY  GREW  LIKE  THE  SUNBEAMS 


3 


So  the  little  pussy  pushed  back  her 
brown  coat  a little  farther  and  looked 
around.  All  her  brothers  and  sisters 
were  still  fast  asleep. 

“Let  us  wake  them  all,”  she  said. 

The  sunbeams  touched  each  little 
brown  bud.  One  by  one  each  pussy 
peeped  out  to  see  who  was  calling  her 
from  her  warm  winter  nap.  The  sun- 
beams smiled  at  them  until  they  did 
not  wish  to  sleep  any  longer. 

Every  day  the  sun  grew  warmer 
and  the  pussies  grew  fat  and  round. 
There  was  no  room  on  the  stems  for 
their  old  brown  coats,  so  they  dropped 
them  to  the  ground. 
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HOW  PUSSY  GREW  LIKE  THE  SUNBEAMS 


All  the  pussies  loved  the  sunbeams, 
but  the  first  little  pussy  loved  them 
best.  She  watched  them  playing,  and 
wished  she  could  be  a bright,  yellow 
sunbeam. 

Every  day  she  watched  and  wished, 
until  the  strangest  thing  happened ! 
She  grew  to  look  more  and  more  like 
the  sunbeams.  Her  gray  coat  became 
covered  with  soft  yellow  down,  until 
at  last  the  gray  was  quite  hidden. 

“Why,  you  look  just  like  us,”  the 
sunbeams  said,  and  the  pussy  grew 
pink  with  happiness  under  her  new 
yellow  dress. 

That  day  some  children  came  by. 
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“Oh,  see  the  pussies!”  said  one. 
“Here  is  one  that  is  yellow  just  like 
the  sunshine,”  said  another.  “Let  us 
take  it  to  school.  It  will  make  sun- 
shine in  our  room.” 

And  then  how  happy  the  little  pussy 
willow  was! 


THE  MAPLE  TREE 


One  day  very  early  in  the  spring 
Robin  was  resting  in  a tall  maple  tree. 

He  had  started  from  the  South  with 
a great  many  other  robins,  but  he  was 
in  such  a hurry  to  reach  his  old  home 
in  the  maple  tree  that  he  could  not 
wait.  He  rested  with  them  in  the  day 
time,  but  one  night  he  left  them  behind 
and  flew  on  by  himself  In  the  morn- 
ing he  was  near  his  home. 

He  was  so  tired  after  his  long  jour- 
ney that  he  rested  all  day.  The  trees 

and  grass  were  showing  just  a little 
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bit  of  green.  The  sunshine  was  warm 
and  the  ground  was  full  of  bugs  and 
worms. 

Robin  was  so  happy  that  in  the 
evening  he  sat  in  the  very  top  of  the 
maple  tree  and  sang  as  loudly  as  he 
could.  A big  blue  jay  sat  in  another 
tree,  scolding. 

“ Cheer  up ! cheer  up ! ” sang  Robin. 

“Thief!  thief!”  screamed  the  blue  jay. 

Robin  did  not  know  who  the  thief 
was,  and  he  was  too  happy  to  care. 
He  sang  until  darkness  came.  Then 
he  tucked  his  head  under  his  wing 
and  went  to  sleep. 

In  the  morning  Robin  awoke,  feel- 
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and  looked  around  him.  Everything 
was  white  and  he  could  not  see  the 
ground  at  all.  He  shook  his  feathers 
and  something  white  flew  from  them. 

Blue  Jay  was  sitting  in  a tree  close 
by,  scolding  again,  but  Robin  could 
not  be  unhappy.  So  he  sat  in  his 
maple  tree  and  sang. 

The  sun  peeped  through  the  clouds 
and  saw  Robin.  He  looked  so  happy 
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that  the  sun  came  out  farther  and 
smiled  at  him.  The  cold  white  cover- 
ing on  the  earth  melted  away  under 
this  warm  smile. 

Then  what  a good  breakfast  Robin 
had ! He  found  a nice  fat  worm 
and  he  tried  to  pull  it  out  of  the 
ground.  It  was  a very  long 


but  it  seemed  as  if  that  worm  would 
never  come  up.  At  last  it  came  out 
so  suddenly  that  Robin  almost  fell 
over  backward. 
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“ Chip  ! Chip  ! ” he  said  in  surprise. 
“ I never  saw  such  a long  worm 
before.” 

That  night  the  other  birds  came. 
Kobin  was  very  glad  to  see  them  and 
they  all  had  a fine  time  together.  But 
when  evening  came  Robin  went  back 
to  his  maple  tree,  for  this  was  home. 

He  was  lonely,  however,  so  the  next 
day  he  flew  away  and  in  the  evening 
came  back  with  another  robin.  In  a 
few  days  they  had  made  a nest  of 
mud  and  sticks,  and  two  robins  now 
sang  in  the  maple  tree. 


WHEK  SPRING  CAME  TO  THE 
GARDEN 

The  spring  sun  was  warm  and  the 
green  things  were  growing.  Pussy 
Willow  had  been  awake  for  a long 
time  and  Robin  was  singing  in  the  tall 
maple  tree.  In  a corner  of  the  garden 
at  the  foot  of  the  maple  tree  grew  a 
little  violet.  Her  blue  eyes  were  still 
shut  tight. 

One  day  a warm  rain  came.  The 
little  drops  tapped  softly  on  the  leaves 
and  called,  “ Open  your  eyes,  little 
violet.” 
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WHEN  SPRING  CAME  TO  THE  GARDEN 


The  violet  heard 
opened  her  eyes. 


world  was  a very 
Across  the  pa 


the  rain  drops  and 
Everything  .looked 
so  fresh  and  green, 
and  she  felt  so  good 
after  the  warm  rain, 
that  she  lifted  her 
sweet  face  and 
looked  around. 

The  grass  was 
green.  Bees 
hummed  around  her, 
and  Robin  seemed 
to  be  singing  to  her. 
She  knew  that  the 
happy  place, 
h beside  the  wall 
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grew  a row  of  great  bright  flowers  on 
long  stems.  Some  were  red  and  yel- 
low. Others  were  white.  They  looked 
very  gay  and  seemed  quite  proud  of 
themselves. 

“ What  kind  of  flowers  are  those  ? ” 
asked  the  violet  of  Robin,  who  was 
hunting  bugs  close  by. 

“Those  are  tulips,”  answered  Robin. 
Everyone  likes  them,  but  I think  they 
are  too  bright.  I like  little  blue 
flowers  best,”  he  said,  looking  at  the 
little  violet. 

Yiolet  did  not  hear  him.  She  was 
thinking  how  wonderful  the  tulips 
were.  Day  after  day  from  her  place 
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under  the  maple  tree  she  watched 
them  and  wished  she  might  be  tall 
and  beautiful  like  them.  She  did  not 
know  that  her  eyes  were  a lovely  blue 
like  the  sky. 

One  day  some  children  came  into 
the  garden  and  walked  down  the  path. 

“ What  beautiful  tulips ! ” said  one 
of  them. 

“ They  are  pretty,”  said  another, 
“but  I like  flowers  that  smell  sweet.” 

Just  then  one  of  the  children  saw 
the  violet. 

“ Oh,  look ! ” she  cried.  “ Here  is  a 
little  violet.  Let  us  take  it  to  mother. 
How  sweet  it  smells  ! ” 
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They  carried  the  violet  into  the 
house  and  showed  it  to  their  mother. 

“ It  is  our  first  violet,”  she  said,  as 
she  took  the  little  flower  and  held  it 
to  her  cheek.  “ How  glad  I am  to 
see  it  and  how  sweet  it  smells ! It 
makes  me  think  of  the  woods.” 

Then  mother  took  the  violet,  put  it 
into  water,  and  set  it  in  the  window 
close  beside  her  where  she  could  look 
at  it  and  smell  its  sweet  breath.  The 
little  violet  thought  of  the  tall  bright 
tulips  beside  the  garden  path. 

“They  are  very  beautiful,”  she  said, 
“ but  I am  glad  I can  make  these 
dear  people  happy.” 


LITTLEST  LAMB’S  JOKE 

One  day  a flock  of  sheep  were 
feeding  in  a pasture.  With  them  were 


for  it  was  spring,  the  air  was  warm, 

and  the  grass  was  green  and  juicy. 

The  old  sheep  were  quietly  feeding 

while  the  lambs  ran  round  and  round 

them.  At  last  one,  the  smallest  and 
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woolliest  of  them  all,  capered  away  by 
himself  over  the  pasture. 

At  the  top  of  a little  hill  he  found 
a large  flat  rock.  H.e  jumped  upon  it 
and  called  the  others  to  come.  They 
came  scampering  up ; but  when  the 
first  one  tried  to  get  upon  the  rock, 
the  littlest  lamb  gave 
him  such  a push  with 
his  little  woolly  head 
that  he  nearly  rolled 

down  the  hill. 

The  next  lamb  tried, 
and  the  same  thing  hap- 
pened. The  third  came, 
but  he  too  was  driven 
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away.  Then  the  littlest  lamb  stood 
upon  the  rock  and  called  proudly, 
“ Baa ! baa ! baa ! ” 

But  the  other  three  would  not  be 
beaten  like  that.  They  went  off  a 
little  way,  put  their  heads  together 
and  rushed  at  the  littlest  lamb. 

When  he  saw  them  coming,  he 
jumped  off  the  other  side  of  the  rock 
and  ran  gayly  away,  kicking  up  his 
heels  and  laughing  to  himself  at  the 
joke  he  had  played  on  them. 

The  others  were  going  so  fast  that 
they  could  not  stop  when  they  came 
to  the  rock.  Over  it  they  went  and 
down  in  a heap  on  the  other  side. 
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When  they  got  to  their  feet  again 
and  looked  for  the  littlest  lamb,  there 
he  was,  quietly  feeding  with  the  old 
sheep.  They  felt  so  foolish  that  they 
walked  quietly  back  and  fell  to  eating 
grass  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

But  whenever  the  little  lamb  came 
near  them  he  raised  his  head  and 
called  gayly,  “ Baa ! baa ! ” 


THE  NEW  HOME 


The  ants  were  making  a new  home. 
The  family  had  grown  so  large  that 
there  was  no  longer  any  room  for  them 
in  the  old  ant  hill.  The  new  one  was 
at  the  other  end  of  the  garden. 

They  were  all  very  bnsy.  Every  ant 
climbed  from  the  hole  with  as  much 
dirt  as  he  could  carry  and  laid  it  care- 
fully down  on  the  outside.  It  was  hard 
work  and  took  much  running  back  and 
forth,  for  each  one  could  carry  only  a 
little  at  a time. 

At  last  the  hill  was  done.  The 
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ants  had  made  little  rooms  far  under 
the  ground  and  they  were  bringing 
the  little  white  eggs  to  them.  Then 
suddenly  the  most  dreadful  thing 
happened  ! 


Jack  came  running  through  the 
garden.  He  did  not  see  the  ant  hill 
and  he  stepped  right  on  it.  One  little 
ant  which  was  just  coming  out  was 
almost  killed,  and  much  dirt  fell  back 
into  the  hole. 

The  poor  ants  at  first  did  not  know 


22 


THE  NEW  HOME 


what  to  do.  They  helped  the  little  ant 
out,  but  he  was  not  able  to  work  any 
more  that  day.  The  rest  dug  out  the 
hole  again,  but  it  took  a long  time. 

Another  little  ant  was  so  frightened 
when  Jack  stepped  upon  the  ant  hill 
that  he  ran  into  the  long  grass.  When 
he  wished  to  go  back,  he  could  not  find 
the  way.  He  ran  this  way  and  that 
way. 

A little  brown  spider  passed  by. 
She  was  going  to  her  own  home  and 
had  no  time  to  stop  and  talk  to  the 
little  ant. 

At  last,  when  he  was  afraid  he  would 
never  see  his  home  again,  he  saw  a 
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friend  coming.  It  was  another  ant, 
walking  backward  and  dragging  a 
great  brown  butterfly  wing. 


When  she  saw  the  young  ant  she 
said,  “ Dear  me,  this  wing  is  heavy. 
Where  did  you  come  from  ? ” 


“ A great  giant  stepped  upon  our 
house  and  I was  so  frightened  that  I 
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ran  away.  Kow  I cannot  find  the  way 
back,”  said  the  little  ant. 

“That  must  have  been  a boy,”  said 
the  old  ant.  “If  he  had  known  how 
hard  we  worked  to  make  that  hill,  I 
believe  he  would  have  been  more 
careful.  Just  help  me  with  this  wing 
and  I will  take  you  home.” 

So  the  little  ant  took  one  end  of  the 
butterfly  wing  while  the  old  ant  took 
the  other  end,  and  they  started  on 
through  the  grass.  It  was  hard  work, 
but  at  last  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
new  home.  Both  ants  were  very  tired 
and  glad  to  be  at  home  once  more. 


FUZZY  TOP  AND  THE  SLEEPY 
HOLLYHOCK 

Fuzzy  Top  was  a big  brown  bee. 
He  was  very  busy,  for  it  was  June,  the 
garden  was  full  of  blossoms,  and  the 
blossoms  were  full  of  honey. 

All  day  Fuzzy  Top  had  been  flying 
from  flower  to  flower,  getting  honey 
and  taking  it  to  his  hive. 

He  had  been  helping  the  flowers,  too. 
for  every  time  he  left  one  of  them  he 
carried  some  of  its  yellow  dust  to  the 
next  one.  This  would  help  to  make 
new  flowers. 
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FUZZY  TOP  AND  THE  SLEEPY  HOLLYHOCK 


Late  in  the  afternoon  Fuzzy  Top  flew 
over  the  garden  and  lit  upon  a pink 

hollyhock.  As 
he  crawled  far 
into  it,  the  holly- 
hock dusted  his 
fuzzy  legs  with 
yellow. 

He  did  not 
find  much  honey, 
but  he  decided 
to  rest  a bit,' be- 
fore he  flew  back 
to  the  hive.  It  was  very  warm  in  the 
flower  and  before  long  he  was  asleep. 
When  the  sun  went  down,  the  holly- 
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hock  began  to  close.  Its  pink  petals 
came  closer  and  closer  together,  but  he 
did  not  awake.  At  last  they  shut  up 
tight,  with  Fuzzy  Top  inside. 

The  next  morning  two  little  girls 
came  into  the  garden. 

“ Here  are  some  hollyhocks  that  will 
not  open  again.  They  look  like  little 
dolls.  Let  us  play  with  them,”  said 
one  little  girl. 

So  they  began  to  pick  off  the  withered 
blossoms.  But  when  one  of  them  picked 
the  flower  in  which  Fuzzy  Top  was 
caught,  she  felt  something  inside. 

“ Oh,  look ! ” she  cried.  “ Here  is  a 
bee  in  this  hollyhock.” 
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The  flower  had  been  closed  so  tightly 
that  Fuzzy  Top  M^as  almost  smothered. 
The  little  girl  took  him  out  in  her  hand. 

“Is  he  dead?”  asked  the  other. 

“No,  I think  he  will  soon  be  all 
right,”  she  answered. 

Sure  enough,  when  Fuzzy  Top  felt 
the  fresh  air  he  began  to  awake.  He 
stretched  his  legs  and  shook  off  some 
of  the  yellow  dust.  Then  he  flew  away 
over  the  garden. 

He  flew  slowly  at  first,  for  he  still 
felt  sleepy ; but  before  long  the  sun 
and  wind  made  him  feel  better  and  he 
was  soon  gathering  honey  as  if  nothing 
had  happened. 
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“It  is  a good  thing  we  came  into  the 
garden,”  said  one  little  girl. 

“Yes,  and  I am  so  glad  we  opened 
the  hollyhocks,”  said  the  other  little 
girl. 

But  I think  if  Fuzzy  Top  had  known 
what  they  had  done  for  him,  he  would 
have  been  gladdest  of  all. 


A GARDEN  FAIRY 


You  would  never  think  to  look  at 
him  that  he  was  a fairy.  You  would 
think  he  was  nothing  but  a tiny  black 
caterpillar  living  on  the  carrot  leaves 
in  the  garden. 

He  had  a white  belt  and  a row  of 
white  buttons  down  each  side.  He 
did  not  seem  to  like  this  dress,  for 
he  soon  changed  it  for  a green  one. 
That  one  was  trimmed  with  golden 
buttons  and  bands  of  black. 

He  was  lazy  and  did  nothing  but 
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eat.  If  anything  disturbed  him  he  put 
out  two  little  orange-colored  horns  to 
frighten  it  away. 

At  last  he  ate  so  much  that  he 
grew  too  fat  for  his  jacket.  Then 
what  do  you  think  happened  ? He 
did  not  need  to  buy  a new  one.  He 
twisted  and  turned  until  his  coat  split 
up  the  back  and  dropped  otf.  There 
in  its  place  was  a bright  new  one. 
Then  back  he  went  to  his  dinner  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

One  day  Robin  saw  him  on  a carrot 
leaf  and  thought . what  a good  dinner 
he  would  make.  But  as  Robin  flew 
down,  Mr.  Caterpillar  dropped  to  the 
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ground  and  hid  among  the  leaves 
where  he  could  not  be  found. 

!By  and  by  he  grew  tired  of  eating 
and  looked  about  for  a place  to  take 
a nap.  Beside  the  carrots  was  a tall 
post.  Up  this  he  climbed.  Then  he 
spun  a little  hammock  about  his  waist. 

Still  he  was  not  ready  to  go  to 
sleep.  Once  more  he  must  take  off 
his  old  coat.  That  was  hard  to  do,  but 
at  last  it  fell  off. 

Then  you  should  have  seen  how 
changed  he  was ! There  was  nothing 
to  be  seen  but  a hard  green  case. 
This  was  his  bed  which  he  had  carried 
about  with  him. 
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He  must  have  been  very  sleepy, 
for  he  slept  about  ten  days.  Then 
the  little  green  case  split  and  he 
poked  his  head  out.  But  how  strange 
he  looked!  He  was  no  longer  green 
and  yellow.  His  head  was  black  and 
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furiy.  He  had  six  long  legs  and  two 
black  eyes.  On  each  side  was  a small 
wrinkled  wing. 

When  he  climbed  out  into  the  sun- 
shine he  opened  these  little  wings. 

They  were  wet,  but  as  the 
sun  dried  them  they  grew 
bigger  and  bigger,  and 
showed  spots  of  blue 
and  gold. 

Then  away  he 
flew  to  poke  his 
long  tongue  into  the  sweet- 
est flowers  and  drink  their 
honey.  It  was  easy  to  see 
that  he  was  a fairy,  for  surely  no  one 
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but  a fairy  could  change  from  a 
green  caterpillar  into  a beautiful  black 
butterfly. 


REDWING  AT  HOME 


Mr.  Redwing  lived  beside  a little 
pond.  His  nest  was  made  in  the  long 
green  cat-tails.  The  sun  was  warm 
upon  it  and  the  wind  gently  rocked 
the  leaves  about  it. 

Mr.  Redwing  was  a handsome  fel- 
low, dressed  in  a shining  black  coat 
trimmed  with  red.  He  was  very  proud 
of  his  coat,  and  liked  to  have  it  seen. 

I did  not  know  Mrs.  Redwing,  so 
one  day  I set  out  to  call  upon  her. 
Mr.  Redwing  saw  me  coming  and  flew 
to  meet  me. 
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“ Good  morning,”  I said  to  him. 
Redwing  did  not  answer,  but  he  lifted 
his  wings  as  if  to  show  their  beauti- 
ful red  color. 

“You  are  a lovely  bird,”  I said, 
“ but  I came  to  see  Mrs.  Redwing 
this  time.” 

I sat  down  to  wait.  Mr.  Redwing 
flew  away  over  the  pond,  but  Mrs. 
Redwing  did  not  appear.  So  I de- 
cided to  find 
her  house. 

It  was  wet 
among  the  cat- 
tails, and  the 
sharp  leaves 
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cut  my  hands  and  face.  Suddenly  a 
bird  flew  up  beside  me  and  I found 
myself  face  to  face  with  Mrs.  Redwing. 
But  what  do  you  think ! 

She  did  not  look  at  all  like  Mr. 
Redwing.  She  wore  a plain,  rusty 
black  dress.  There  was  a little  red 
under  her  chin. 

Knowing  the  nest  must  be  near,  I 
looked  about  me.  Sure  enough,  there 
it  was  between  two  cat-tails.  It  was 
made  of  grasses  woven  together.  In 
it  were  three  baby  birds  dressed  like 
their  mother.  Each  was  waiting  to  be 
fed.  How  I wished  I had  a nice  fat 
bug  to  drop  in  each  mouth ! 
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I stood  quite  still, 
hoping  that  Mother 
Redwing  would  go 
back  to  her  babies. 

Just  then  Father 

Redwing  came  fly- 
ing back.  When  he  saw  me  he  began 
to  scold  loudly. 

“ What  are  you  doing  here  ? Go 
away ! ” he  screamed,  as  he  flew 
around  me. 

I knew  that  he  was  right.  I 

should  not  have  gone  poking  into  his 

house  and  looking  at  his  babies  when 
I had  not  been  invited.  So  I said 

good-by  to  his  little  family  and  went 


40 


REDWING  AT  HOME 


away.  Redwing  followed  me,  still 
scolding,  until  I was  out  of  sight. 

I did  not  go  to  his  home  again.  T 
wanted  to  see  his  babies,  however,  so 
I went  sometimes  to  the  pond  and 
watched  for  them.  When  the  days 
began  to  grow  cold,  and  the  cat-tails 
turned  brown,  they  all  flew  away  to 
the  Southland  to  find  the  summer. 

I could  not  go  with  them  and  they 
did  not  tell  me  where  they  were  go- 
ing. Perhaps  when  winter  is  gone 
and  it  grows  warm  again,  they  will 
come  back  to  the  little  pond. 


AK  OUTDOOR  CIRCUS 


“ Free ! Free ! Come  and  see 
the  wonderful  circus.  Chee,  chee, 
cheerie ! ” Robin  sang,  from  the  top 
of  a tall  tree  beside  the  pond. 

We  sat  down  on  the  grassy  bank 
to  see  what  was  going  on.  Shall  I 
tell  you  about  it? 

We  soon  found  that  this  wonderful 
circus  was  in  the  water.  The  show 
had  begun  with  dancing.  Ten  or 
twelve  tiny  beetles  were  having  a 
lively  dance. 

Round  and  round  they  went.  They 
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did  not  seem  to  get  tired  and  they 
never  stepped  on  each  other’s  toes. 
What  fun  they  were  having! 

Suddenly  they  all  dived  to  the  bot- 
tom. The  clown  was  coming  and  they 
did  not  want  him  to  make  fun  of  them. 

He  did  not  look  like  the  clowns 
you  have  seen  at  the  circus.  Dear 
me,  no!  He  was  a great  brown  bug 
with  big  feet  which  he  used  like  oars. 
He  went  so  fast  that  he  bumped  his 
nose  on  a piece  of  grass  growing  in 
the  water.  He  was  not  hurt,  for  he 
went  right  on.  Then  he  ran  into 
some  weeds  and  went  away  with  a 
long  green  stem  hanging  to  one  foot. 
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When  he  had  gone,  a tiny  tadpole 
wriggled  in  all  alone.  He  must  have 
been  frightened  when  he  saw  us,  for 
he  went  away  again  in  a great  hurry. 
He  did  not  even  wait  to  make  his 
bow  as  any  polite  tadpole  should  do. 
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All  this  time  there  was  music  hy 
the  frog  band.  What  a noise  it 
made ! Some  of  the  frogs  sounded  as 
if  they  had  bad  colds  in  their  heads. 

One  little  frog  sat  near  us  and  we 
could  watch  him.  He  puffed  out  his 
throat  until  it  looked  like  a little  bag, 
and  out  of  it  came  a loud  rattle.  I 
leaned  over  to  see  him  better  and  he 
stopped  singing,  for  he  was  very  shy. 

We  should  have  liked  to  see  more  of 
the  circus  but  it  was  now  time  to  go  home. 

Robin  was  singing  in  the  tree. 

“ Thank  you  for  telling  us  about 
the  circus.  Some  time  we  will  come 
again,”  we  said  to  him. 


TOMMY  TADPOLE 


Tommy  Tadpole  was  very  little  and 
very  black.  He  lived  in  a pond  with 
a great  many  brothers 
and  sisters.  What 
good  times  they  all  r# 
had  together ! Tommy 
could  swim  very  fast, 
and  he  often  led  the 
others  around  the  pond. 

One  day  he  decided  to 
go  otf  by  himself;  so, 
when  the  others  were  not 
looking,  he  slipped  away. 
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How  big  he  felt,  to  be  swimming  all 
alone ! 

How  when  Tommy  started  he  had 
not  meant  to  go  far,  but  he  saw  nothing 
to  frighten  him,  so  he  swam  gayly  on. 
Suddenly  he  almost  ran  into  a great 
shining  creature  with  round  eyes  and  a 
big,  big  mouth. 

Oh,  how  frightened  he  was ! He 
turned  and  swam  as  fast  as  his  little 
black  tail  would  carry  him,  back  to  his 
brothers  and  sisters.  How  glad  he  was 
to  be  with  them  again ! 

Tommy  grew  fast,  and  one  day  he 
found  that  he  had  two  legs  near  his 
tail.  He  did  not  know  what  they  were 
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for,  but  he  was  very  proud  of  them. 
He  felt  that  now  he  was  a big  tadpole. 

In  a short  time  he  had  two  more 
legs — this  time  near  his  head.  His  tail, 
which  had  always  carried  him  about  so 
well,  was  getting  shorter.  Tommy 
could  not  understand  it. 

One  day  he  found  out  something 
which  pleased  him  very  much.  He  had 
gone  close  to  shore  where  the  water 
was  not  deep.  On  the  shore  he  saw  a 
great  many  tadpoles  like  himself  He 
put  his  head  out  of  the  water  and 
looked  around.  Then  he  gave  a little 
hop  and  found  himself  out  on  the  warm 
sand. 
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Tommy  had  never  hopped  before, 
but  now  he  knew  what  his  legs  were 
for.  He  hopped  and  hopped,  and 
thought  it  the  most  fim  he  had  ever 
had.  He  returned  to  the  water  only 
when  he  grew  hungry. 

After  this  Tommy  spent  a great  deal 
of  time  out  in  the  warm  sunshine.  His 
tail  grew  shorter  and  shorter  and  then 
disappeared.  His  coat  was  no  longer 
black.  It  was  brown  with  tiny  spots 
all  over  it.  His  legs  grew  stronger, 
and  at  last  one  day  he  left  the  pond  to 
see  what  was  in  the  big  world. 

He  had  turned  into  a frog ! 


IN  THE  VIREO’S  CRADLE 


In  a thick  hush  in  the  pasture  was 
the  most  beautiful  little  cradle  you  ever 
saw.  It  was  made  of  grass  and  leaves, 
and  hung  between  two  branches. 

In  it  were  four  tiny  white  eggs  with 
brown  spots  on  them.  Mother  Vireo 
was  very  proud  of  these  eggs.  She  did 
not  leave  them  very  often.  When  she 
did  leave  them  it  was  only  for  a few 
minutes. 

One  day  she  grew  very  thirsty.  She 
could  wait  no  longer,  so  she  flew  away 
to  get  a drink  and  take  a cool  bath  in 
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the  brook.  Father  Vireo  was  singing 
in  another  bush.  While  they  were  gone 
a big  gray  bird  flew  into  their  bush. 
Seeing  the  nest  all  alone,  she  flew 
to  it. 

“ Ha ! ha ! ” she  laughed  to  herself. 
“I  shall  fool  those  little  birds.” 

When  she  flew  away,  there  were  five 
eggs  in  the  nest  instead  of  four.  One 
was  much  larger  than  the  others. 

Just  then  a man  and  a little  boy  saw 
the  vireo  nest. 

“ Oh,  father,  see  how  much  bigger 
this  egg  is,”  said  the  little  boy,  peep- 
ing into  the  nest. 

“This  is  a cowbird’s  egg,”  said  his 
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father.  “We  will  take  it  out.  If  we 
do  not,  the  young  cowbird  will  push 
the  little  vireo  babies  out  of  the  nest.” 
So  they  took  out  the  big  egg.  They 
were  very  careful  not  to  touch  the 
others. 

“ Why  does  the  cowbird  put  her  egg 
in  another  bird’s  nest  ? ” asked  the  boy 
as  they  went  away. 

“Cowbirds  always  do  that,”  answered 
his  father.  “They  never  make  a nest 
of  their  own,  but  let  some  other  bird 
care  for  their  babies.” 

Not  many  days  after  this  the  eggs 
broke.  Out  came  four  tiny  birds.  They 
had  very  big  mouths  and  no  feathers. 
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They  were  not  at  all  pretty,  but  Mother 
Yireo  thought  them  very  beautiful. 

“Did  you  ever  see  such  lovely  chil- 
dren ? ” she  asked. 

“No,  indeed!”  answered  Father 
Vireo.  “I  am  sure  no  birds  ever  had 
such  beautiful  children  before.” 

Every  day  they  fed  the  babies  many, 
many  times,  and  the  babies  grew  fast. 
At  last  one  little  bird,  which  was  braver 
than  the  others,  stood  on  the  edge  of 
the  nest  and  looked  around. 

“I  believe  I could  fly,”  he  said.  “It 
looks  easy.” 

“ Mother  says  we  must  wait  until  we 
are  bigger,”  said  his  sister. 
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He  did  not  wish  to  wait.  He  let  go, 
spread  his  wings,  and  dropped  to  the 
ground,  frightened  but  not  hurt.  How 
he  wondered  how  he  would  get  back 
into  the  nest.  It  looked  very  far 
away. 

“Try  again,  try  again,”  said  the  old 
birds,  flying  around  him. 

So  the  baby  bird  tried  again  and 
again,  and  at  last  he  reached  the  nest. 
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The  others  were  very  proud  of  him, 
but  he  was  so  happy  to  get  back  into 
the  nest  that  he  was  glad  to  stay  there 
until  his  wings  grew  stronger. 


A RACE  WITH  A THUNDER 
CLOUD 

One  summer  day  Mary  sat  under 
an  oak  tree  watching  the  little  white 
clouds  sail  across  the  sky.  Some 
looked  like  animals.  One  looked  like 
a big  white  dog.  The  day  was  very 
warm  and  Mary  soon  grew  sleepy. 

Just  then  the  strangest  thing  hap- 
pened ! The  little  cloud  which  she 
had  been  watching  floated  down  until 
it  was  quite  near.  Then  it  spoke  to 
her. 

“ Don’t  you  want  to  take  a ride 
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with  me,  Mary?”  it  asked  in  a soft 
little  voice. 

Now  Mary  had  never  heard  a cloud 
talk  before,  but  she  did  not  feel  a bit 
surprised. 

“ I should  like  very  much  to  ride,” 
she  said,  “but  I am  afraid  I should 
be  too  heavy.” 

“Ha,  ha,”  laughed  the  cloud.  “Just 
try  me  and  see.” 

Then  it  came  closer  and,  before 
she  had  time  to  think,  Mary  found 
herself  sitting  on  the  little  cloud,  far 
above  the  earth.  It  was  a very  comfort- 
able seat,  just  like  a big  soft  pillow. 

Below  her  she  could  see  the  green 
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grass  and  trees,  with  the  brook  like 
a white  ribbon  between  them.  And 
there  was  her  home  down  among  the 
trees.  Mary  thought  how  surprised 
her  mother  would  be  if  she  could  see 
her  sailing  along  on  the  little  cloud. 


At  that  moment  the  cloud  said, 
“Here  comes  a thunder  cloud.  We 
had  better  hurry  or  he  will  catch  us.” 
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A little  breeze  came  along  and 
gave  them  a push.  Away  they  went 
so  fast  that  Mary  had  to  hold  on  to 
keep  from  falling.  She  looked  back. 
The  cloud  which  was  coming  did  not 
look  like  a thunder  cloud.  It  was 
white  and  shining,  and  it  rolled  along, 
getting  bigger  and  bigger. 

“ I thought  thunder  clouds  were 
black,”  she  said. 

“Just  wait  and  see,”  answered  the 
little  cloud  as  it  hurried  along. 

So  Mary  watched.  As  the  other  cloud 
came  nearer,  it  seemed  to  get  larger 
and  darker.  Mary  could  see  its  shadow 
following  along  the  ground  under  it. 
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“You  had  better  hurry,”  she  said. 
“It  is  going  to  catch  us.” 

Darker  and  darker  grew  the  cloud. 
Mary  could  feel  its  cool  breath  now, 
and  catch  the  fresh  smell  of  the  rain 
which  it  carried. 

“It  is  going  to  catch  us  this  time. 
I hope  you  do  not  mind  getting 
wet,”  said  the  little  cloud. 

Mary  had  no  time  to  answer.  Just 
then  the  thunder  cloud  caught  up 
with  them  and  the  first  big  drops 
began  to  fall.  The  little  cloud 
stopped  suddenly  and  Mary  found 
herself  sitting  under  the  oak  tree  with 
large  rain  drops  falling  all  about  her. 


60 


A RACE  WITH  A THUNDER  CLOUD 


She  rubbed  her  eyes.  There  was 
no  little  white  cloud  in  sight. 

“Well!”  she  said  to  herself,  “I 

must  have  been  dreaming,”  and  she 

jumped  up  and  ran  home. 

She  was  just  in  time.  As  she 
reached  the  house,  it  began  to  rain 
very  hard,  and  you  may  be  sure 

Mary  was  glad  then  that  she  was 

not  riding  on  a cloud. 


UNDER  THE  OAK  TREE 


One  day  West  Wind  blew  through 

the  branches  of  a great  oak  tree,  and 

down  fell  a fat  brown  acorn. 

“ Dear  me,  what  a bump ! ” said  the 

acorn  to  himself  as  he  rolled  along 

the  ground.  “I  have  lost  my  new 

cap  and  split  the  back  of  my  coat.” 

But  this  did  not  trouble  him  long. 

The  sun  shone  warm  upon  him.  It 

felt  so  good  that  he  stretched  himself 

and  split  his  coat  a little  more. 

The  ground  felt  warm  and  soft,  so 

the  acorn  reached  through  the  hole  in 
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his  coat  and  began  to  dig.  Before 
long  he  pushed  otf  his  brown  coat  as 
far  as  he  could. 


Every  day  he  worked  in  the  sun- 
shine until  it  made  him  turn  quite 
red.  Then  one  day  North  Wind  came 
roaring  through  the  woods.  He  blew 
the  leaves  about  with  his  cold  breath, 
and  sent  the  clouds  across  the  face  of 
the  bright  sun. 
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“How  cold  it  is  getting!”  said  the 
acorn,  and  he  tried  to  pull  his  old 
brown  coat  back  upon  his  shoulders. 

Again  North  Wind  came  by  and 
blew  the  leaves  all  about  him.  It 
was  warm  under  them,  so  the  acorn 
cuddled  down  for  a long  nap.  The 
snow  came  and  said,  “ I will  lay  a 
soft,  white  blanket  over  you  so  that 
the  wind  cannot  hurt  you,”  but  the 
acorn  was  fast  asleep  and  knew  noth- 
ing about  it. 

By  and  by  the  spring  came,  bring- 
ing with  it  the  warm  South  Wind. 
It  blew  the  dry  leaves  away  and 
whispered  to  the  little  acorn,  “Wake 


64 


UNDER  THE  OAK  TREE 


up,  little  seed,  wake  up  and  see  the 
beautiful  sun.” 

The  acorn  was  very  sleepy,  but  he 
opened  one  eye  and  looked  around. 
The  sun  was  warm,  and  all  about  him 
trees  and  flowers  were  beginning  to 
waken.  Still  the  acorn  was  too  sleepy 
to  move. 

Just  then  a warm,  gentle  rain  came. 
It  felt  so  good  that  the  acorn  awoke  at 
last  and  stretched  himself  He  threw 
off  the  old  brown  coat  that  he  had 
worn  all  winter,  and  reached  up  as 
far  as  he  could. 

“ I should  like  to  see  the  world,” 
he  said. 
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By  and  by  he  put 
out  two  little  green 
leaves,  just  like  those 
on  the  big  tree  above 
him.  hTow  he  felt 
that  he  was  no  longer 
an  acorn,  but  he  did 
not  know  that  by  and 
by  he  would  become  a great  oak  tree. 


MRS.  SPIDER’S  KITE 


Mrs.  Spider  wanted  to  see  the  world. 
Early  in  the  summer  she  had  made  a 
beautiful  web,  all  of  fine  silk  thread. 
Every  morning  it  was  covered  with 
dew  drops,  and  when  the  sun  shone 
upon  them  they  sparkled  like  diamonds. 
Kow  the  summer  was  nearly  gone  and 
she  wanted  to  see  what  lay  around  her 
in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Spider  had  no  wings,  but  that 
did  not  trouble  her  at  all.  When  she 
was  ready  to  go,  she  spun  some  long 
silken  threads.  She  held  to  one  end 
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of  them  but  the  other  ends  floated 
out  on  the  breeze.  Then  she  )et  go 
her  web  and  sailed  gayly 
I away,  holding  fast  to  the 
end  of  her  little  silk 
threads. 

I What  a flne  kite  it 

made  ! Mrs.  Spider  had  a 
jolly  time.  She  could  see 
! the  blue  sky  and  the  green 
! grass  and  flowers.  When 

I she  wanted  to  stop  she 

I had  only  to  spin  another 

thread.  On  that  she  could  drop  to  the 
ground. 

Once  her  kite  caught  in  a bush,  but 
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she  soon  had  another  ready,  and  away 
she  went  again. 

Another  time  a bird  saw  her  and 
thought  what  a good  dinner  she  would 
make.  But  Mrs.  Spider  did  not  wish 
to  make  a dinner  for  a bird.  She 
dropped  to  the  ground  and  hid  in  the 
grass. 

As  she  floated  past  a white  house 
beside  the  meadow,  a little  girl  ran  out. 

“ Oh,  what  a pretty  spider  web ! ” she 
said,  and  she  caught  it  in  her  hand. 

But  Mrs.  Spider  quickly  dropped 
to  the  ground  again  and  her  long 
silk  threads  went  on  without  her.  She 
found  herself  near  a little  bush. 
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“ This  would  be  a good  place  for  a 
web,”  she  said  to  herself. 

p.  ’ 

i;  Next  morning  there  was  a beautiful 
|;'  new  web  in  the  little  bush  and  Mrs. 
Spider  had  settled  down  to  housekeep- 
ing once  more. 


THE  WII^D’8  PLAYMATE 

A gentle  little  breeze  blew  over  the 
meadow,  looking  for  something  to  play 
with.  In  one  corner  it  found  a milk- 
weed. The  pods  were  open  and  the 
little  brown  seeds  were  peeping  out  of 
their  soft  white  beds. 

“Come  out,  little  seeds,”  called  the 
wind.  “ Come  and  ride  with  me.” 

Then  it  gave  a puff,  and  away  flew 
the  seeds  on  their  tiny  white  wings. 
Some  went  one  way  and  some  another, 
until  one  small  seed  found  itself  riding 
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alone.  But  it  did  not  feel  lonely  with 
the  gay  little  breeze. 

As  it  went  along  it  met  many  kinds 
of  seeds,  large  and  small,  seeds  with 
white  wings  and 
seeds  with  brown 
I wings.  All  were 

i having  a merry 

1 time. 

I 

I Once  a bird  flew 
bv.  The  milkweed 
had  never  seen  a 
bird  before.  “Is 
asked.  “What  a very  big  one  it  is ! ” 
“ Ho,  ho ! ” laughed  the  breeze, 
i “That  is  not  a seed.  That  is  a bird. 
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Ho,  ho  ! ” and  he  laughed  so  hard  he 
almost  lost  his  breath. 

Milkweed  did  not  like  to  be  laughed 
at,  so  for  a while  it  said  nothing.  As 
they  floated  along  they  saw  something 
white  on  the  meadow. 

“ What  are  those  white  things  ? ” it 
asked  at  last. 

“ Those  are  dandelion  seeds,”  an- 
swered the  breeze.  “ Watch  me  make 
them  fly.” 

He  blew  close  to  the  ground  and 
away  went  the  dandelion  seeds,  each 
with  a little  white  umbrella  over  its  head. 

“ Where  are  they  going  ? ” asked 
Milkweed. 
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“ They  are  going  to  find  a new 
home,”  said  the  breeze.  “ IS’ext  sum- 
mer each  one  will  make  a pretty  yel- 
low flower.  The  children  like  to  pick 
them.” 

Milkweed  sighed. 

“How  nice  it  must  be  to  make  a 
yellow  flower  for  the  children  to  pick  ! 
I wish  I were  a dandelion,”  it  said. 

Just  then  the  wind  stopped  to  take 
breath,  and  the  seed  floated  to  the 
ground.  It  had  not  been  there  long 
when  two  children  came  by. 

“ Oh ! There  is  a milkweed  seed,” 
said  one  of  them.  “ Let  us  see  if  we 
can  find  some  more.  Then  we  can 
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make  a soft  pillow.”  And  they  picked 
it  up  and  carried  it  away  with  them. 

“Aow  I shall  be  of  use  after  all,” 
said  the  little  seed,  and  it  felt  so 
happy  that  it  no  longer  wished  to  be 
a yellow  dandelion. 

But  the  little  breeze  laughed  to  it- 
self and  danced  away  over  the  meadow 
to  find  another  playmate. 


MRS.  ROBIN’S  DREAM 

Robin  was  sitting  in  the  tall  maple 
tree.  He  was  watching  a big  flock  of 
blackbirds  in  the  tree  close  by.  They 
were  all  talking  at  once  and  having  a 
merry  time.  Now  and  then  another 
blackbird  flew  in  with  them,  and  then 
they  all  talked  louder  than  before. 

By  and  by  one  of  them  flew  into  the 
tree  where  Robin  was  sitting. 

“ Why  are  you  all  coming  together  ?” 
asked  Robin. 

“We  are  going  to  fly  south.  Winter 

75 


76 


MRS.  ROBIN’S  DREAM 


is  coming,”  answered  the  blackbird. 
“We  always  go  together.” 

When  it  flew  away,  the  whole  flock 
flew  after  it  and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

The  sun  was 
warm  and 
Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Robin  sang 
every  day  in 
the  maple  tree.  Then  one  day  two 
bluebirds  flew  into  the  tree. 

“ Where  are  you  going  ? ” asked 
Robin. 

“We  are  going  south,”  the  blue- 
birds answered.  “The  cold  winter  is 
coming.” 
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“Why  do  you  want  to  go  away  when 
it  is  so  beautiful  here  ? ” asked  the 
robins,  and  they  sang  to  each  other  in 
the  maple  tree. 

Days  passed.  The  nights  grew 
colder,  and  some  mornings  there  was 
frost  on  the  ground.  One  day  two 
other  robins  stopped  to  rest  in  the 
maple  tree. 

“ Will  you  come  with  us  ? ” they 
asked.  “We  are  going  to  meet  the  rest 
of  the  flock  and  all  fly  south  together.” 
“Why  do  you  go  south  now  ? ” asked 
Robin.  “Feel  how  warm  the  sun  is ! ” 

“ The  sun  is  warm  but  the  nights  are 
cold.  We  think  it  best  to  fly  away.” 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robin  were  happy  and 
did  not  wish  to  go  away  yet.  So  the 
others  went  on  without  them. 

It  grew  colder,  and  some  days,  when 

the  sun  did 
not  shine 
and  the  cold 
wind  blew, 
the  two  rob- 
ins had  to  sit 
close  together  to  keep  warm.  They 
did  not  feel  like  singing. 

Then  one  morning  Mrs.  Robin  said, 
“ Last  night  I dreamed  that  we  were 
in  the  South.  The  sun  was  warm,  the 
leaves  and  grass  were  green,  and  the 
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robins  were  singing.  Let  us  go  and 
find  them.” 

That  evening  the  robins  started  on 
their  long  journey  to  the  land  of  sum- 
mer. The  tall  maple  tree  was  left  to 
dream  of  the  spiingtime  when  the  birds 
would  come  back  to  it. 


HOW  THE  BURS  TRAVELED 


A large  family  of  burs  grew  beside 
the  road.  Mother  Bur  was  like  the 
old  woman  who  lived  in  a shoe  — 
“She  had  so  many  children  she  didn’t 
know  what  to  do.”  There  was  hardly 
room  for  all  of  them  on  the  bush. 

“Some  of  you  will  have  to  go  and 
find  new  homes,”  she  said. 

“ How  shall  we  go  ? ” asked  the 
little  burs. 

“When  some  one  conies  along  the 

road,  just  reach  out  and  he  will  carry 

you,”  answered  their  mother, 
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The  little  burs  did  not  have  long  to 
wait.  Soon  Rover  came  by.  Rover 
was  a big  dog  with  long  thick  hair 
and  a bushy  tail.  He  passed  close  to 
the  burs  and  a great  many  of  them 
reached  out.  They  took  hold  of  his 
tail  and  rode  away,  but  Rover  did  not 
know  this,  for  he  had  his  nose  close 
to  the  ground. 

That  night  Jack  picked  the  burs  out 
of  Rover’s  coat.  He  dropped  them  on 
the  ground  beside  the  fence  and  there 
they  began  to  grow. 

Still  there  were  too  many  burs  on 
the  old  bush.  They  waited.  A cow 
came  by,  eating  the  grass  beside  the 
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road,  and  swinging  her  long  tail.  On 
the  end  of  her  tail  was  a thick  bunch 
of  hair.  It  came  close  to  the  bush 
where  the  burs  were  waiting,  and 
caught  there. 


This  was  a fine  chance.  When  the 
cow  went  on  a great  many  of  them 
went  with  her. 


Down  the  road  she  went  and  turned 
in  at  the  pasture  gate.  Her  tail 
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brushed  the  gate  and  some  of  the 
burs  fell  otf.  Others  fell  in  the 
pasture. 

Now  there  were  not  many  burs  left 
on  the  bush  beside  the  road. 

That  day  Mary 
came  by  on  her 
way  to  school. 

J ust  as  she  reached 
the  little  bush,  a 
great  butterfly 
flew  close  to  her. 

She  ran  after  it  and  her  dress  touched 
the  burs.  They  held  to  it. 

Mary  had  not  gone  far  when  she 
saw  them  on  her  dress. 
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“See  these  burs,”  she  said.  “I  must 
pick  them  off.” 

So,  as  she  went  along,  she  picked 
off  every  bur  and  dropped  it  in  the 
road.  The  road  was  hard  and  dusty, 
so  the  burs  could  not  grow.  But  the 
others  grew,  and  the  next  summer 
they  had  such  large  families  that  they, 
too,  had  to  hunt  new  homes. 


THE  THANKSHIYim  PUMPKIN 


In  a cornfield,  close  by  the  fence, 
grew  a pumpkin  as  golden  as  the  one 
that  Cinderella  used  for  her  coach. 
The  sun  smiled  at  the  pumpkin  and 
it  gave  back  a jolly  golden  smile. 

The  corn  had  all  been  gathered  into 
the  great  barns  for  the  winter.  Only 
the  shocks  were  left  standing  in  the 
field.  They  would  have  looked  lonely 
had  it  not  been  for  the  golden  pump- 
kins growing  around  them. 

One  day,  when  it  was  almost  Hal- 
lowe’en, Jack  went  along  the  road  and 
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saw  the  big  pumpkin.  It  was  just 
what  he  was  looking  for.  But  mother 
had  told  him  that  he  must  not  pick 
the  big  one  by  the  fence.  She  wanted 
that  one  for  Thanksgiving  pies. 

Jack  sat  on  the  fence  and  looked 
at  the  pumpkin. 

“What  a fine  Jack-o’-lantern  it 
would  make ! ” he  said  to  himself 

Then  he  seemed  to  see  a row  of 
rich  brown  pies  sitting  on  a table. 
Jack  was  very  fond  of  pumpkin  pie. 

He  took  his  knife  out  of  his  pocket 
and  opened  it.  It  was  very  sharp. 
It  would  be  easy  to  cut  the  stem  of 
that  pumpkin.  But  mother  had  said 


THE  THANKSGIVING  PUMPKIN 


8*7 


he  must  not  take  the  big  one  by  the 
fence. 


Jack  looked  around.  Not  far  away 
were  other  pumpkins  — many  of  them, 
fle  got  down  from  the  fence.  The 
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pumpkin  looked  bigger  still  when  he 
stood  beside  it,  and  it  seemed  to  smile 
at  him  just  as  he  would  like  to  make 
his  Jack-o’-lantern  smile. 

He  felt  that  if  he  stayed  longer  he 
must  pick  that  pumpkin.  So  he  turned 
away.  He  chose  the  largest  one  he 
could  find  among  the  others  and  took 
it  home.  It  made  a very  good  Jack- 
o’-lantern. 

The  day  before  Thanksgiving  mother 
sent  Jack  out  to  pick  the  big  pump- 
kin. On  the  way  he  opened  his  knife 
and  felt  the  sharp  blade. 

When  he  reached  the  cornfield,  he 
sat  on  the  fence  and  looked  at  the 
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pumpkin  again.  It 
looked  bigger  and 
yellower  than  be- 
fore. 

“Now  I can  pick  yon,”  said  Jack. 

He  jumped  down  from  the  fence 
and  very  soon  his  sharp  knife  had  the 
pumpkin  cut  from  the  vine.  It  was 
very  heavy.  He  had  to  stop  many 
times  to  rest  before  he  .reached  the 
house. 

He  watched  his  mother  cut  it  up. 
The  next  morning,  when  Jack  went 
into  the  kitchen,  there  on  the  table  he 
saw  a row  of  juicy,  golden  pies.  They 
smelled  of  sugar  and  spice. 
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Then,  you  may  be  sure,  Jack  was 
glad  he  had  not  taken  the  big  Thanks- 
giving pumpkin  to  make  a Jack-o’- 
lantern. 


BLACK  CAP  LEARKS  TO  COAST 


“ Chiek-a-dee-dee,”  called  a cheerful 
voice  from  the  fence  post.  There  sat 
a tiny  gray  bird  with  a black  cap  and 
bib,  and  eyes  like  bright  black  beads. 

It  was  cold,  and  snow  covered  the 
ground,  but  this 
did,  not  trouble 
Black  Cap  at  all. 

He  putfed  out  his 
feathers  until  he 
looked  like  a soft, 
gray  ball,  and  called  again,  “ Chiek-a- 
dee-dee.” 


91 


92 


BLACK  CAP  LEARNS  TO  COAST 


But  no  one  answered.  The  grass 
and  flowers  were  fast  asleep  under  their 
white  blanket.  Most  of  the  birds  had 
gone  away  to  And  the  summer. 

“Well,”  cried  Black  Cap,  “don’t they 
know  what  a beautiful  day  this  is  ? 
Just  see  how  the  sun  shines ! ” 

He  was  too  happy  to  sit  still,  so  he 
flew  to  a tall  tree  and  began  to  hunt 
for  his  dinner. 

Bobby  Squirrel  was  sitting  at  his 
door  in  a hole  in  the  tree.  Black  Cap 
was  so  busy  hunting  and  talking  to 
himself  that  he  did  not  see  Bobby  until 
he  was  almost  under  his  nose.  He 
was  so  surprised  that  he  jumped  bach 
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and  almost  turned  a somersault  in  the 
air. 

“Dee-dee-dee,”  he  scolded.  “Why 
didn’t  you  tell  me  you  were  there  ? ” 
“Why  don’t  you  look  where  you 
are  going?”  answered  Bobby  Squirrel 
crossly.  Some  one  had  stolen  his 
acorns  and  he  was  unhappy. 
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“ Dear  me,  how  cross  he  is  to-day ! ” 
thought  Black  Cap  as  he  flew  away. 

On  the  ground  were  some  sparrows, 
picking  up  seeds.  Black  Cap  thought 
he  would  have  some  fun.  So  he  flew 
down,  picked  up  some  of  the  seeds,  and 
flew  away  with  them. 

Then  how  those  sparrows  did  scold! 
They  were  so  angry  that  all  they  could 
say  was,  “ Chirp,  chirp,  chirp,  chirp.” 
They  made  such  a noise  that  Black 
Cap  was  glad  to  get  away. 

Just  then  he  saw  two  boys  coming. 
He  had  often  seen  boys  before,  but  he 
had  never  seen  the  strange  thing  that 
was  coming  behind  them.  It  was  low 
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and  flat.  A long  rope  was  tied  to  it, 
and  one  boy  held  the  rope. 

Black  Cap  flew  along  behind,  them 
and  watched.  They  went  to  the  top 
of  a little  hill  and  then  the  funniest 
thing  happened ! Both  boys  sat  down 
on  the  strange  thing,  and  away  they 
went  down  the  hill  as  fast  as  a bird 
could  fly. 

Black  Cap  was  too  much  surprised 
to  follow.  He  hopped  up  and  down 
on  the  branch  and  cried,  “ Chick-a- 
dee-dee,  chick-a-dee-dee.” 

In  a few  minutes  the  boys  were 
back,  and  the  same  thing  happened 
again.  Black  Cap  watched  imtil  he 
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was  tired  and  the  sun  began  to  get 
low.  Then  away  he  flew  to  his  warm 
nest  far  down  in  a hole  in  the  fence 
post.  Here  he  tucked  his  head  under 
his  wing  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 


WHAT  THE  MOON  SAW 


Bobby  Squirrel  came  out  of  his 
door  high  up  in  the  oak  tree  and 
looked  about  him.  All  his  nuts  were 
gone  from  his  cupboard  in  the  hollow 
tree,  and  he  must  hunt  for  more. 


The  ground  was  covered  with  snow, 
but  Bobby  knew  just  where  he  had 
hidden  some  acorns  many  weeks  ago. 


He  ran  far  out  on  a branch,  jumped 
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to  the  next  tree,  and  ran  down  it  to 
the  ground.  At  the  foot  of  this  tree 
he  began  to  dig.  How  he  did  make 
the  snow  fly! 

Under  the  snow  were  some  dry 
leaves,  but  he  soon  had  these  away. 
Then  he  stopped  in  surprise.  His 
acorns  were  gone ! 

He  began  to  dig  again  and  made  the 
brown  leaves  fly  all  about  him.  But 
no  acorns  did  he  see.  Then  he  sat  up 
and  scolded. 

“ Who  stole  my  acorns  ? ” he 
screamed.  “Just  come  out  and  see 
what  I will  do  to  you ! ” 

Uo  one  answered.  He  got  up  and 
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ran  all  around  the  tree,  but  he  found 
no  acorns.  At  last  he  gave  it  up. 
He  knew  where  he  could  get  some 
pine  cones.  The  pine  seeds  would 
make  a good  dinner,  but  he  wanted 
acorns.  The  more  he  thought  about 
those  acorns,  the  more  he  wanted  them. 

That  night  he  could  not  sleep.  He 
kept  thinking  about  those  acorns.  At 
last  he  went  to  his  door  and  looked 
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out.  It  was  very  still.  The  big  moon 
was  looking  at  him  with  its  round 
jolly  face.  When  Bobby  Squirrel  saw 
it  he  began  to  scold  again. 

“ Why  do  you  look  at  me  like  that  ? ” 
he  screamed  at  the  moon.  “ Maybe 
you  are  the  one  who  stole  my  acorns.” 
The  moon  only  looked  at  him  with 
a jolly  smile.  Bobby  went  back  into 
his  house  still  scolding. 

Suddenly  he  stopped  and  thought  a 
minute.  Then  he  ran  out  of  the  door 
and  down  the  tree.  He  was  in  such 
a hurry  that  he  almost  fell.  He  only 
saved  himself  by  hanging  with  one 
foot  to  a little  branch. 
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At  the  foot  of  the  tree  he  began  to 
dig.  The  snow  and  leaves  flew  faster 
than  before.  He  soon  reached  the 
bare  ground,  and  there,  what  do  you 
think!  He  found  the  acorns  that  he 
had  hidden.  Ho  one  had  stolen  them. 
He  had  dug  under 
the  wrong  tree. 

The  moon  smiled 
a still  more  jolly 
smile  when  it  saw 
Bobby  Squirrel  go 
back  to  his  home 
with  his  cheeks  full 
of  acorns.  But  Bobby  did  not  care. 
He  had  a good  meal  of  sweet  acorns. 


WHAT  THE  OWL  SAID 

One  winter  night  Rover  awoke  from 
a warm  nap  and  looked  out  of  his  door. 
Snow  covered  the  ground,  and  the  moon 
shone  almost  as  bright  as  day. 

“ This  is  a fine  night,”  he  said.  “ I 
think  I shall  go  out  for  a run.” 

Beside  the  road  he  found  some  rab- 
bit tracks. 

“ Bow-wow,”  he  barked.  “ I shall 
follow  this  rabbit.  Perhaps  I can 
catch  him.” 

Rover  ran  fast,  with  his  nose  to  the 

ground.  The  tracks  led  him  into  the 
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woods.  Here  he  stopped  to  listen,  with 
his  ears  up  and  one  foot  lifted. 

The  woods  were  very 
still.  The  moon  looked 
down  through  the  bare 
branches  of  the  trees, 
and  Rover  lifted  his  head  and 
barked  at  it. 

On  the  branch  of  the  tree, 
just  over  his  head,  he  saw 
a little  owl.  It  looked 
at  him  with  its 
great  round  eyes, 
but  said  never  a 


word.  Rover  watched  it  for  a min- 
ute but  it  did  not  move.  Then  he 
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barked.  Still  the  owl  did  not  move. 

Rover  could  not  understand  this. 
He  ran  all  around  the  tree,  then  sat 
down  and  looked  at  the  owl. 

At  that  moment  he  heard  some  one 
say,  “ Whoo,  whoo,  who  are  you  ? ” 

Rover  looked  all  around.  The  sound 
seemed  to  come  from  a tree  behind 
him,  but  he  could  see  no  one.  He  and 
the  little  owl  seemed  to  be  alone  in 
the  woods. 

“ Whoo-o ! who-o ! ” he  heard  again, 
and  then  Rover  knew  it  must  be  the 
little  owl. 

“ Bow-wow,”  he  barked.  “ I am 
Rover.  Who  are  you  ? ” 
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But  the  little  owl  only  said,  “ Wlioo, 
whoo,  who  are  you  ? ” 

Rover  began  to  get  angry.  He 
jumped  up  and  ran  around  the  tree 
again.  Then  he  barked,  loud  and  long. 

“Whoo,  whoo,”  said  the  little  owl 
in  the  voice  that  sounded  so  far  away. 

Just  then  a little 
field  mouse  ran  by,  close 
to  Rover’s  foot.  At 
the  same  moment  the 
owl  left  the  tree,  the 
mouse  disappeared,  and 
the  owl  was  back  on 
the  branch  before  the  dog  could  wink 
an  eye ; Rover  had  not  heard  a sound. 
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“ Did  you  catch,  that  mouse  ? ” he 
asked. 

The  little  owl  did  not  answer. 

“Well,  if  you  cannot  talk  to  me,  I 
shall  not  stay  any  longer,”  and  Rover 
got  up  and  started  home.  lie  had  for- 
gotten all  about  the  rabbit. 

When  he  reached  the  edge  of  the 
woods,  he  looked  back.  The  little  owl 
was  sitting  just  where  he  had  left  it. 

“ I wonder  if  it  really  did  catch  that 
mouse,”  he  said  to  himself. 

But  the  only  answer  that  came  to 
him  out  of  the  woods  was,  “ Whoo, 
whoo,  who  are  you  ? ” 


WHERE  THE  BITTERSWEET 
GROWS 

Mary  and  Jack  lived  in  the  country, 
close  to  the  woods. 

One  day,  not  long  before  Christmas, 
Jack  said,  “ Let  us  go  to  the  woods  and 
get  some  bittersweet.  Then  we  can 
trim  the  house  with  it.” 

So  the  two  children  put  on  their 
warm  wraps.  Jack  took  his  knife  and 
Mary  carried  a basket.  They  climbed 
the  fence  and  started  across  the  pasture. 

The  snow  was  deep,  so  Jack  walked 
first  and  Mary  tried  to  step  in  his 
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tracks.  This  was  great 
fun.  Sometimes  he  took 
such  long  steps  that 
Mary  could  not  reach 
them. 

Brother  Rabbit  had 
been  out  before  the  chil- 
dren, and  they  followed 
his  tracks.  These  led 
them  into  the  woods,  close  to  some 
bushes. 

“ Here  is  some  bittersweet,”  called 
Jack. 

Sure  enough,  there  was  a vine  climb- 
ing over  the  bushes,  and  on  it  were 
the  bright  berries  for  which  the  chil- 
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dren  were  hunting.  The  orange  pods 
were  open,  showing  the  red  berries 
inside. 

Jack  took  out  his  knife  and  cut  off 
the  branches  while  Mary  put  them  into 
her  basket.  Beside  the  bushes  grew  a 
little  tree.  The  bittersweet  climbed 
upon  it,  and  the  largest  and  brightest 
berries  seemed  to  be  at  the  top. 

“We  must  have  those,”  said  Jack. 

So  he  climbed  the  tree  and  threw 
down  the  berries  to  Mary  until  her 
basket  was  full.  Just  then  something 
happened.  Jack  reached  out  to  get  a 
large  bunch,  the  branch  broke,  and 
down  he  went  into  a snowdrift. 
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How  Mary  laughed!  Jack  laughed, 
too,  when  he  got  the  snow  out  of  his 
mouth.  They  laughed  so  hard  that 
Chickadee  flew  over  to  see  what  was 
going  on. 

“ Chick-a-dee-dee,”  he  called,  when 
he  saw  Jack  get  up  all  white  with 
snow.  “Are  you  a snow  man?” 

Jack  looked  like  a snow  man.  His 
cap  had  fallen  olf  and  there  was  snow 
even  in  his  hair. 

Mary  brushed  him  off  and  then,  tak- 
ing their  basket,  they  started  for  home. 
They  had  enjoyed  their  walk,  and  the 
cold  had  made  their  cheeks  almost  as 
red  as  the  berries  they  carried. 
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I wish  you 
could  have  seen 
the  house  when 
the  children  had 
trimmed  it  with 
the  bright  ber- 
ries. 

“ I am  sure 
Santa  Claus  will 
be  glad  to  come  here,”  said  Mary. 

Jack  did  not  mind  his  fall  into  the 
snowdrift  at  all  when  he  put  up  the 
beautiful  berries  which  had  come  from 
the  top  of  the  little  tree  in  the  woods. 


BROTHER  RABBIT’S  CHRISTMAS 


Christmas  Eve  was  cold  and  still. 
All  that  night,  while  the  children  were 
fast  asleep  in  bed  dreaming  of  Santa 
Claus,  old  Winter  was  busy  laying  a 
white  blanket  over  field  and  forest. 

Early  on  Christmas  morning  little 
Brother  Rabbit  awoke  and  looked  out 
of  his  door  in  the  hollow  tree.  The  sun 
was  shining  and  the  cold  air  made  him 
feel  so  good  that  he  wanted  to  go  out 
and  play  in  the  snow.  He  must  look 
for  his  breakfast,  too. 

The  snow  was  not  deep  and  Brother 
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Rabbit  had  a fine  time.  Everywhere 
he  went  he  left  three  little  holes  in 
the  soft  snow.  Two  of  his  feet  he  put 
down  close  together,  so  that  it  looked 
almost  like  one  track. 

Before  long  he  came  to  a low  bush 
covered  with  red  berries.  It  looked 
like  a Christmas  tree  trimmed  with  red 
and  white.  But  Brother  Rabbit  had 
never  seen  a Christmas  Tree.  He  only 
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BROTHER  RABBIT’S  CHRISTMAS 


thought  that  the  green  ends  of  the 
twigs  would  make  a good  breakfast. 

When  he  had  eaten  all  he  wanted 
he  sat  up  and  looked  around.  Chicka- 
dee was  getting  his  breakfast  close  by, 
and  a large  blue  jay  was  scolding 
away  in  a tree. 

Brother  Rabbit  felt  so  good  that  he 
thought  he  would  like  to  see  what  more 
he  could  find. 

Just  before  him  was  a stump.  He 
started  gayly  around  it  and  met  Mr. 
Squirrel  who  was  coming  from  the 
other  side. 

Little  Brother  Rabbit  was  going  so 
fast  he  could  not  stop,  so  he  gave  a 
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Mr.  Squirrel  was  so  surprised  to  see 
something  flying  over  him  that  he 
stopped  suddenly  to  see  what  it  was. 

“ W ell ! W ell ! ” he  said,  when  he 
saw  it  was  only  Brother  Rabbit,  “ Is 
this  the  way  you  always  do  when  you 
meet  any  one  out  walking  ? ” 

Brother  Rabbit  was  frightened  and 
did  not  wait  to  hear  what  Mr.  Squirrel 
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was  saying.  He  did  not  stop  until  he 
was  far  away. 

Now  he  looked  about  him.  Not  far 
otf  was  a hollow  tree,  and  Brother 
Rabbit  was  surprised  to  find  that  it 
was  his  own  home.  But  what  were 
those  tracks  in  the  snow?  They  went 
right  up  to  his  own  door.  Had  Mr. 
Squirrel  gone  in  to  take  his  house 
away  from  him  ? 

It  made  Brother  Rabbit  very  angry 
to  think  that  some  one  had  gone  into 
his  house  while  he  was  away.  It 
frightened  him  a little,  too. 

He  crept  up  softly  and  looked  in. 
Everything  was  just  as  he  had  left  it. 
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He  could  not  understand  it.  His  nose 
told  him  that  no  one  had  been  there, 
so  he  was  no  longer  afraid. 

The  cold  air  made  him  sleepy.  He 
crept  inside,  curled  up  in  a soft,  gray 
ball,  and  was  soon  fast  asleep.  And 
wasn’t  it  funny  ? Little  Brother  Rab- 
bit never  dreamed  that  he  had  made 
those  tracks  himself  when  he  left  his 
house  that  Christmas  morning. 


THE  BIRDS’  CHRISTMAS  TREE 


In  the  forest  stood  a little  cedag 
tree.  Its  branches  were  green.  They 
were  covered  with  little  blue  berries. 
The  sun  shone  on  the  little  tree  and 
the  birds  flew  around  it,  but  it  was 
unhappy.  Shall  I tell  you  why  it  was 
unhappy  ? 
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A little  fir  tree  had  been  growing 
beside  it.  One  day  some  men  came 
into  the  forest,  cut  down  the  little  fir 
tree,  and  carried  it  away  to  become  a 
Christmas  tree.  While  they  were  cut- 
ting it  down,  they  talked  of  how  beau- 
tiful the  tree  would  look,  and  how 
happy  the  children  would  be  when 
they  saw  it. 

“ I wish  I could  be  a Christmas 
tree,”  said  the  little  cedar  tree.  “My 
branches  are  as  green  as  those  of  the 
fir  tree.  I cannot  make  any  one  happy 
here  in  the  forest.”  But  no  one  came 
to  take  the  little  cedar  tree  away. 

On  Christmas  Eve  the  snow  began 
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to  fall.  All  night  it  fell  softly  like 
great  white  feathers,  and  by  morning 
the  earth  was  covered  with  a white 
blanket.  The  woods  were  very  still. 
All  the  seeds  were  covered  up  and  the 
little  birds  could  find  nothing  to  eat. 
The  leaves  had  fallen  and  the  birds 
shivered  in  the  bare  branches  where 
their  nests  had  been. 

At  last  one  little  bird  found  the 
cedar  tree. 

“ Here  is  a tree  which  is  not  bare,” 
he  said.  “How  nice  and  warm  it  is, 
and  here  are  some  berries.  We  shall 
not  be  hungry  after  all,”  and  he  flew 
away  to  tell  the  other  little  birds. 
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They  all  flew  to  the  cedar  tree. 
They  ate  the  berries  and  then  sat 
close  together  among  its  warm 
branches. 

All  that  Christmas  day  the  birds 
flew  back  and  foidh  to  the  cedar  tree. 
At  night  a great  many  of  them  sat 
close  together  in  its  branches  where 
the  wind  could  not  reach  them.  The 
little  tree  stood  very  still. 

“ How  glad  I am  that  we  found  this 
warm  tree  ! ” said  one  sleepy  little  bird. 

“Yes,”  said  another  sleepy  little  bird, 
“and  think  of  all  those  good  berries. 
We  should  have  been  hungry  without 
them.” 
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Then  all  the  little  birds  went  to 
sleep  feeling  very  happy.  How  good 
the  little  cedar  tree  felt ! 

“ I am  a Christmas  tree  after  all,” 
it  said,  “ a Christmas  tree  for  the  birds. 
I am  glad  they  like  my  blue  berries 
and  that  my  branches  are  thick  and 
warm.  The  fir  tree  will  make  the 
children  happy,  but  I shall  take  care 
of  the  birds.” 

When  the  cold  wind  came  whistling 
through  the  forest  that  night,  the  cedar 
tree  drew  its  branches  close  together 
and  the  little  birds  did  not  feel  the 
wind  at  all. 

The  big  moon  smiled  when  it  saw 
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them  all  in  the  branches.  The  stars 
looked  down  out  of  the  dark  sky  and 
twinkled  at  the  little  tree,  for  they 
were  happy. 

All  the  earth  was  happy,  for  was  not 
this  the  day  upon  which  the  baby  Jesus 
was  born  in  Bethlehem  so  many,  many 
years  ago  ? The  little  cedar  tree  was 
happiest  of  all,  because  it  knew  that 
it  had  helped  to  keep  some  one  else 
warm  and  happy. 
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